
SIX-GUN STRUGGLE 




By John Martin 



"■"OE REILLY shifted his seat on his small 
99 prairie schooner and slapped the reins. 
The two harnessed cayuses quickened their 
pace and the schooner, loaded with the novelty 
merchandise from which Joe made a living 
rattled faster along the road to Redrock, New 
Mexico. To Joe, Redrock meant seeing again, 
after a lapse of almost thirty years, his old 
Civil War comrade, Pete Cajul. 

Pete had settled there, after being honorably 
discharged from the Union Army of the West. 
Pete was sick of war, and Redrock promised 
to be the most peaceful settlement west of the 
Platte. Joe Reilly sighed. For thirty years 
Pete had lived in peace, refusing to touch a 
weapon, making a living running a junk metal 
business on a small patch of desert land just 
outside Redrock. That much he knew from 
Pete's infrequent letters. 

Peace. Again Joe sighed. Yes, Pete had been 
lucky. He raised his eyes as the prairie schoon- 
er rode to the top of the last rise before Red- 
rock. They went wide in astonishment. 

Bang! Bang! Whhisssshhhhhh ! 

Two bullets whistled past his ears. Abruptly 
joe threw himself flat in the schooner's driv- 
ing seat. The horses bucked, then stampeded 
out of control. At a rapid pace the wagon, 
swaying from side to side, plunged down the 
last slope toward Redrock. Peeping cautiously 
over the footboard and through the harness 
whiffletree, Joe could see the town. It loomed 
up before him, a single main street lined with 
saloons, one gaudy hotel, and several dozen 
false fronts. 

Bang! Thud! 

A bullet lodged in the soft pine of the foot- 
board, its ugly flattened nose just sticking out 
on the nearer side. Joe unlimbered his single 
shooting iron and lifted his head. But a single 
glance at what was going on in the town con- 
vinced him to put the gun back. The bullets 
that had missed him were wild. A fracas was 
going on in front of the lone hotel. His left 
eyelid drooped as he made out the prone figure 
of a man lying in the street. Then, suddenly, 
the gunfire slackened. Two minutes later the 
wagon dashed up the main street. 

The horses, thirsty, paused in their mad- 
dened forward stride as their eyes caught the 
bright sheen of water in a public trough. In- 
stantly Joe leaped overboard and hobbled the 
horses. While they drank he glanced around. 
The street was fairly empty. A dozen feet 
away lay a corpse. A dozen feet away from 
the corpse stood a heavily built, tough-jawed 
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"A mite careless witn ms snootin irons, 
Joe Reilly observed, as he handed over the 
suitcase he kept packed for staying over-night 
in towns. He cast a quick eye at the attendant 
who ran around and jumped on the driving 
seat to take his merchandise wagon back of 
the hotel into the wagon corral for overnight 
storage. "Better unhobble those nags first, 
son." Then he turned his eye again on the 
hotel manager. " 'Smatter with your lawman? 
He on a vacation?" 

The hotel manager shuddered. 

"Redrock's had no tin-star for three months 
—not since the gold strike. Ruff Hilton . . ." 
The hotel manager inclined his head toward 
the distant figure of the murderer, ". . . Ruff's 
been terrorizing the town ever since. He's 
makin' everybody sign over their interests and 
land deeds for a song. He killed the last two 
sheriffs." 

"What about the Territorial Governor?" Joe 
asked. He was wondering where Pete Cajul 
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'"Who's that?" Joe Reilly asked, pointing 
to the corpse. A couple of men came out of the 
opposite saloon and reverently bore the dead 
body away. 

"Mike Foster," the other said. "He was 
second-last hold-out. Ruff wanted him to sign 
over his land outside town. Most of us have 
already agreed to sign over our interests. We 
don't want to wind up in Boot Hill. But Mike 
decided to brazen it out. And there he lies." 

"And the last hold-out?" Joe Reilly asked. 
"Who's he?" 

A strange look came over the hotel mana- 
ger's face. It was a look of puzzlement. 

"Pete Cajul?" he said, and Joe Reilly 
started. 

"Pete Cajul?" he repeated. "Why, he's a 
friend of mine!" 

(Continued on inside back cover) 
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Six-Guii Struggle 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
"'Well, you better high-tail it out to Pete's 
in the morning. Pete swears he won't fire a 
gun at a living soul. And Ruff Hilton's goin' 
after him tomorrow to get the deed to his iand 
and all that rusty iron junk he's got lyin' 
'round. 'Course Ruff wants to own the whole 
town so he can cash in on whatever gold is 
found hereabouts." The hotel manager heaved 
a sigh. "Any way you look at it, I guess Pete's 
bound to wind up dead." 

"I dunno about that," Joe Reilly said, 
scratching his chin. "Where's the telegraph 

"You can send a telegram from inside the 
hotel," the other said and started walking in- 
side. "Anybody special you want to contact?" 

"Oh — just a couple of old friends," Joe 
replied nonchalantly. 

The next morning, joe hitched up his mer- 
chandise wagon and, without bothering to stop 
in town to make any sales, hit the road for 
Pete Cajul's place outside town. Twenty min- 
utes later he rolled up to a high-walled en- 
closure. In the center stood a small house. On 
all sides was rusty, old iron junk. Just at the 
entrance to the enclosure — a gap about thirty 
feet wide — stood a tall pine. 

Joe flicked the reins and the horses pulled 
the wagon past the big lone pine sentinel at 
the enclosure gap. 

"Joe Reilly!" come a loud, hoarse voice. 

"Pete! Pete Cajul !" Joe leaped off his 
driver's seat and ran up to the short, grizzled 
man who lumbered out of the house. 

"Got the letter telling me you were coming 
just yesterday." Pete said, pumping Joe's 
hand. Then his smile faded. 

"Hotel manager in Redrock told me all about 
Ruff Hilton," joe said, nodding. "I know all 
about your trouble, Pete." 

A hard line appeared on Pete Cajul's lips. 

"Joe," he said, "I've got trouble, but ever 
since the war I swore I'd never fire a gun 
at a man again! I don't own a six-gun and I 
never will!" 

Joe glanced at the high-walled enclosure 
and Pete smiled. 

"That's why I built this wall 'round my 
place. I figure nobody could bother me that 
way. I just wanted to be sure I'd really never 
have to fire a gun at a man!" 

"And Ruff Hilton?" Joe asked slowly. 

"Here he comes now," Pete said quietly. 
There was a sound of hoofbeats and Ruff Hil- 
ton, sided by six of his men, rode up. They 
hesitated for an instant at the gap in the en- 
closure, then galloped in. Ruff stared coldly 
at the merchandise salesman, then, ignoring 
him, turned to Pete and roared, "You ready 



to turn over your Iand for a decent price, 
Pete?" 

"What you're willin' to give ain't decent," 
Pete said. 

Ruff Hilton went purple. He drew a six- 
gun and glanced around at his men. They ad- 
vanced on Pete. 

Abruptly, Joe Reilly laughed. He was star- 
ing out toward the Redrock road. Ruff paused, 
again purpling. Another sound made him look 
up. From the Redrock road came a thunder 
of horses, and flashes of blue uniforms. 

"Well, I'll fae . . ." Pete Cajul exclaimed. 

"It's the 202nd Mounted Artillery!" Joe 
Reilly cried. "Our old company. I passed 'em 
on maneuvers yesterday. So when I knew even 
the Territorial Governor was helpless, I tele- 
graphed their Colonel, told him an old recruit 
and his town was in trouble — from Ruff 
Hilton!" He paused, as Hilton and his gang 
wheeled to see the blue-clad mounted ranks 
sweeping up. "But, Pete!" Joe continued, 
"We've got to stop this gang from gettin' 
away!" His hand fell toward his six-gun. "I've 
only got one shootin' iron, and you . . ." 

But Pete Cajul was already running toward 
his masses of rusty old iron junk, toward what 
looked like a length of iron stove-pipe mount- 
ed on a swivel and with a handle at one end. 
He swung it around and started to crank the 
handle just as Hilton and his gang dashed 
toward the gap in the enclosure in an effort 
to escape. 

A fountain of fire erupted with a sharp, stac- 
cato bark— from the mouth of the rusty old 
piece of iron. But it wasn't directed at Hilton. 
With flaming tongue it struck at the base of 
the pine tree, the many bullets fired from the 
gun's dozen rifle-sized barrels with machine- 
gun speed eating it away like acid. Abruptly 
the pine toppled. It fell athwart both ends of 
the enclosure. The Hilton gang, riding full 
tilt outward, crashed right into it with a shock. 
Before they could recover, the 202nd was sur- 
rounding the enclosure. 

Pete grinned at the thunderstruck Joe 
Reilly, who was staring at the mass of rusty 
old iron. 

"Guess you haven't seen one of these since 
1866 when we were demobilized, Joe," he said. 
"It's a Gatling gun. I saved it for a souvenir. 
I thought I might hammer it into a plowshare 
someday. But I never had time." 

PETE CAJUL smiled and patted the old 
gun. "I swore I'd never fire any gun at 
a man." He paused and looked at the Hilton 
gang, being tied-up by the soldiers of the 
202nd. Then he looked at the pine. "But that 
didn't include a tree!" 

THE END 
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